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would not talk to my people. She would not speak at
all. So I used to beat her with whatever lay at hand,
generally with branches of bushes. And now she is
very good. I love her very much.''

He clasped his large hands together and looked at me
with hot brown eyes. His thick, protuberant lips parted
as he smiled.

" To-night she is with her father. But I hope to see
her when we move to-morrow."

He obviously loves her passionately, and wears a
piece of her stitching as a charm hung from a string
round his neck.

There were sniggers round the fireside as a figure
stumbled into the tent from the moonlight to join us.

" It has no mind/' whispered Menwar, who looked
like a little monkey, curled up in his father's lap with
his brittle legs and heavy lids with long lashes.

" It has no mind," said Majid.

I looked up at the tattered man. I first noticed his
huge eyes, red-rimmed and bloodshot, staring wildly
from beneath bushy, black brows. He had a fine,
strong nose and a thick moustache and beard. Thick
hairs curled about his unshaven neck and down his
chest. The hair of his head was matted and dirty; his
hands were large and moved nervously.

They asked him questions such as, "Who is the
soldier ? " " Whence is the officer ? '' And he answered
quickly anything which came into his head. He spoke
in a suppliant tone of voice, like a candidate at an
oral examination, desperately anxious to please the
inquisitors.

" Was he always like that? "